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ing, They seemed to be in a much larger room now.
Mr. Dersingham himself was much larger. "Get a chair,
Smeeth/' he said, and lit another cigarette. They
looked at one another through the sudden spurt of
smoke from it.
Mr. Dersingham gave a short laugh. "Friend
Golspie's putting the screw on this morning. My God!
Smeeth—I'll tell you candidly—and this is very much
between ourselves, you understand—that chap's getting
on my nerves. He's such a damned outsider, he really
is. He's brought all this business here, it's true, but—
my God!—he doesn't let you forget it either. If we
hadn't been in such a rotten bad way before he came,
well—I don't know—I think I'd have told him to take
his stuff somewhere else. Don't repeat a word of this,
Smeeth, for the love of Mike! But that's just how I feel,
and I must let steam off for a minute. He gets worse.
Talk about rough riding, or whatever they call it! He's
the complete bouncing bounder. Business may be busi-
ness, but give me a gentleman to deal with in it, every
time. Friend of mine, Major Trape—we were at Worrell
together—met the chap at my house, just after he came
and I asked him to dinner, the first and the last time,
and Trape summed him up after half an hour, and
several times since he's said to me that he wouldn't have
a chap like that working with him, sharing the same
office, not if he brought a quarter of a million pounds'
worth of business in his pocket. He's getting worse, too.
Ouf!"
"Well, Mr. Dersingham, you've got to meet all kinds
in business, haven't you?" said Mr, Smeeth, astonished
at this outburst.
"Looks like it," replied Mr. Dersingham bitterly. He

